





x6 The Tragedy of O th'ello 


Eater Othello, and Attendants. 

Caf Tiscruelyfo . 

Def. Lets meet hi n, and receiue hits. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. 

Oth. Omyfaire Warriour. 

‘Def. My ckare Othello. 

Oth. It efaes me wonder, great as my content. 

To lee you here before me ; O my foulcs ioy , 

If af r er eucry ,tempsft ,coi:e fuch calmeneflei 
May the windsblow, till they haue wakened death;. 

And let the labouring Barke clime hilks of leas, 

Olympm high,and duck againe as low, 

As hell’s fromheauen ; If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be mod happy /or I teare 
My fouie hath her content l'o abfolute. 

That not another comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heauens forbid, 

But that our louts and comforts (bourn mcreaie, 

Euen as our dayes doe grow. 

Oth. Amen torh it, tweet Powers : 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 

It (tops me here, it is toomuchof ioy : 

And this, and this,the gr eared duct rd be, 

That ere our hearts (lull make. 

1m. (). you are well tun'd now. 

But ilefet downethe pegs,that makesthis mufiqne. 

As honed as I am. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the rattle: 

Newes f f tends,oor wars are done, the Twfe are dro. n . 




Newes triena , our w-*i» a.v 
How dos my old acquaintance of this Hie . 

Honny , you flnll be wtll defir d in CjprM ; 

I haue found great loue asnongft them : O my fweet: 
I prattle out of fafliion ,and I dote, 

Jn mine owne comforts : Ipretheegooj logo. 

Goe to the Bay,and difimbarke my Coffers ; 

Bring thou the Matter to the Citadel! : 

He is a good ons,and bis worthinefle. 


the Moore of Venice. 



Does 


-Dde« challenge mach refteft s come Defdewom, 

Once more well met at Cyprus ♦ Exeunt. ' . 

ldg. Doe thou meet me prtfc ntly at the Harbour : come hither. 
If thou beeft valiant, (as they fay, bafe men being in loue, baue then 
a Nobility in rheir natures, more then is natiue to them,) — lift me* 
the Leitr.enant to night watches on the Court of Gaard : firft I Will 
tell thee this, Defdemona is diredly in loue with him. 

Rod „ W ich him ? why tis not poflible. 

Jag. Lay thy finger thus, ar.d let thy foule be inftrufted : marks 
me, with what violence (be firft lou’d the Moore, but tor bragging, 
and telling her fantafticali lies; and will fheloue him ftill for pra- 
ting? let noc thedifcreet heart chinke it* Hereyemuft be fed, and 
what delight fh ill (be haue to lookc on the Diueil ? When the blood 
is made dull u ith the ad of fporc, there fhould be a game to inflame 
it,and giue faciety a frefh appetite. Louelinesin fauour,fympathy 
in ycares, manners, 3nd beauties; all which the Moore is defediue 
in : now for want of thefe requir’d conneniences, her delicate ten- 
derneffe will find it kite abus’d, beginne to heaue the gorge, difrelifh 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will inllrud her to it, andcom- 
pell her tofbme fecond choyce : v o* f fir. this granted, as it ismoft 
pregnant and vnfcrccd polition, who (lands fo eminently in the de- 
gree or this forrune, as Cxfsio does ?, a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confc ion able, then in putting on the meere forme of ciuill and hu- 
mane Teeming, for the better compafsing of his fait and moil hidden 
look ions: ATifbtle flippery knaue, a finder out ofoccafions ; 
that has an eye, can (lamps and counterfeit aduantages, tho true 
aduant^ge neuer prefent*it fdfe. Belides, the knaue is handfome, 
yong, and hath all thofe rcquifices in him that folly and green mindes 
lookc after ; a peftiknt compleac knaue, and the woman has found 
him already. 

Rod. I cannot beleeue that in her, (bee’s full of mod bleft con^ 
dition. 

lag. Bleft figs end : the wine (be drinkes is made of grapes : if 
(he had been bleft, (he would neuer haue lou’dthe Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? did’ft not raarke 
that 1 

Rod. Y e$,b.ut that was but courtefie. 

f a S m Lechery, by this hand : an Index and obfeure prologue to 

3- the 



